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criticised Mr. Darand's pic-
Gog. We did not suspose

be shared by all
- and were ready to hall with open mind what-
L, “# sy in its faver,—for it any differ-
‘*ﬁ-hfdﬂ and impersonal, it s certainly
oy of At We bave thus far waited in vain. A
The Evening Post und unother in The Home
wAn Artist” bave, indeed, poured out
! .W upon ourselves, but they
Lre omitted 10 b€t forth the greatness of the picturs,
P&M we much admired, seemed to us inade-
1o the bighest req i to. In elng our
e sinted our opinlon of M. Darand's position
artist, and thoreupon The Evening Post and Home
we open upon Uk in full ery. Our critique is de-
e o8 slaver,” “sophistical and degradid,” show-
.."h the beat mitives,” “an impeachment of the
" weillful misreprosentation of Scripture,”
or worse,”  aingularly uncourteous and offen-
- Han outrage—coming from under cover, 8 mean
- ol hate and spite in disguise,” “ran*
o revesling * 0 titele hell” In the critic’'s mind, “ pine-
’-q-g errid procf,” &e.
ot work for the Summer months, this —yet, mean-
o single word of the meritaof tha pictare cxcept
.H-emmﬂnl 1t falfills its uffice * as well a8 &
.p”-" Had our fluent friends paused & moment
.... why our orititue was unjust, or why It was
#pean " 1o say that Mr. Durand had failed to paint &
ot io a line entirely novel to him—had they
goen it 10 do aytbing which it was thelr duty in the
'#' do, we should hive allowed the gust o blow
over, bave wiped off the mad and dust, snd gnoe quietl,
gn our eritieal way. We will not forget that the first arti.
cieof The Post sssumed o conslder the principles of our
eriticam, but 48 its personnl ncerbity, preveated the
fram cosuprebending them, we mist still refer
."“ who wishes to know them rather to our own
# than to The Post's exegesis of them The
aloo, thnt The Pemt d from king thos »
until the plctares of & certain sriist were erit
fued, and that it has heretofore never really entered
e fiets untl! the same artist was the guhject of remark—
jpevitably engendors the sispiclon that ies nrticles are
v more irom feeling for an artist than from any
regnrd for Art, which, as a mntier of (riendship,
fovery besutiful tosve, bat ua critioisin s not of great

SpounH

Washall not follow the theological discussion of The
Mmrﬂu.n passant, thutitls no reply to oplelons
oeall the bolder of them an lofidel. Whist ls said of
griehsm in goneral and the duty of the critic, we shall

 gonslder in sdjusting nceounts with The /lome Journal,
’nm did The Post eny thut *the subje:t was chosen
1 fortbe artist, nod not by him.” Alas! alns! “save me
from my friends.” Does The Post In the very artisulo
sortis of ita article, mean to deprive Mr. Durand of the
it bas been implylog, and eut him off with

fhe shilling of mugnificent sclence” aud " oxquisite

E

The rest of The Post' s strictures will be nsturally enn-
sidered in the dissection of the yonusication of * An
Artist,” In The Home Journal. And if woe wilte at some
Jemgth, we do 1o wot in defense of our own positien,
which defends itself, but In the foterest of art and those

~ Mudred pursuits, whose dignity it is the tondency of such
and personsl tirmdes as those of our anonymous
plversarien sadly to lower.

#An Artin" commences by quoting the opening of
gur cricigue, which we re-quote @

“Whatever Mr. Darand does i undeniahly excellsnt,
We bud the plensurs, last yenr, of recarding at soms
Jength our imprescion of his characteristion ae u painter,
.hplliﬂa 16 mssured. A gulet, pastaral post—a Thom-
200 0N canvas—sIwnye soothing—never lospirng—sure
o , equally sure not to surprise—a carefal and

student nnd imitator of the placid aspoct of natare,
aad & gentus that bicathes pastoral peace over all ais
works—such was, in general, our feeling of Mr Duraud

‘senpartist, It has veen confinmed from yeer to year.

There bas been little marked advance, within our re-

eollection, sithough certainly vo retroces-ion.  As with

In poeuy, it does not. peem that the s
experience  decpens snd widens  with  time.
they paint or eing today, they nfght have

whd pung toenty yeurs ago, Withoat insdnnat-

that elthor paluter or poet sugaests the remark, it {s
yet true, that he who labors w preserve s roputation
will be very apt tocease to deserve it Taw steru eluim

-‘.xmrry artist, of whatever depmrtment, Is to
Jeave what he has done bebind him, in his perpotual

to gieater achievemeoss, 1t b o teriiblo law,
we nre all beld 1o 10 Amd the history of Ulastrious
“men I the story of their unceasing ndvanes ”

Upon this “ An Aridst " remarke thst Messrs, Darand
and Brysut sre bidden to b coutent with = oxcellonce™
and “ respectalility,”—that they are told they are not
grest, beesuse greatneis wlways surpricca,  Weo ex
prossod cur opluion of Mr. Durasd’s plcture, and
elled it excellent. Now to meet * An Ardat” upon
the ground of personallty, to which he forecs us, we
wk, if the most !audntory sdjectives nre to describe
men of a lower range, what is left for the bighert |
Y. Duramd is * great,” what ls Michel Angelo? If Mr
Bryant ia more than * excellent,” whit Is Shakspere !

Why, this very wiiter, o few lines farther dnwn..
} them " two very -hhb‘,m" which we eannot but

1 quite as derogatory to thelr diguity s excellent.
He charges ue with citiog before our " mionymous ag-
thorlty,” these “two very able meo," " —forgeuting that
the persopality of the critic la nothivg, wod that the
work in question was cited before principles which are
pever sponymous.  He continues by declariog, witha
groat felicliy of expression, that we aim to thrust
- their brows two small gurlands of ‘ Daphoe’s
dr plamn,' seckiog the while to sting them to the
quick by a poisoned thorn wreathed with the verdure
of approbation, [s this farr criticiem »"

Well, ngain : if for the greatest human genios there is
nothing but a large garland of that plant, bow can “two
very ablemen ™ aspire to mere than o "swall " oney
Ray, if the snnllest leal of that Isurel which haloos with
+ sleroal apring the brows of thegreat men of history,should
be adjudged to the gentlemen in quostion, they, we fan’
€, would pot find thit allowance ' & meun outrage.”

X “An Artist* contloues ;
+ o "Itdeastesin of remnek soldom sppliod to the works of
that are pursed nway, yot, to my reason and [oel-

2&!&1'“&!’ uncourteous and offeosive ss toward

L~ If either of the gentlecen thus dealt
With were a hero of the hour, mounted upon vogae, and
tding rough-sbod over s blinded public, debaving the

J;m aduse of oot tala

wWould understand wuch naperit -

b An it stands, it 1-&-"1:-&“.‘«1';“ {;::.:ll.rr:; t?:r:i’:‘“l':ui:
Sr-mder cover, & mean vutrage.”

If “elther of the genllsmon” were i the ontegory
4 described, we should eare litdeo to try 1hem by the high-
i estatandard. To messore s man's work by sn ldeal
4 Wucoess in s own kind, I8 to pay bim the loftiest eom.
oy Mment U o s question of grandeur and besuty wo
should condemn * an artlst's™ style because it fulled of
the sozorons musie of Milton’s proae, or that of the old
preschers’, we fancy he would not feel it sn outrmge. He

etive manbood bas silence for the fallures of
tble men, and joy and reward for thedr sncoess, It is
) your individual who bas been socialiy froisse, or
overshadowed, who lets off & petard ol this kKind
Under the seat wheie the approved bave been placed b
* & & & (Charles Churchill uondervalu

g

A
L]
e #*nlus of Hoparth, He sought to stum s him ne ona

Wha, lnw world « f besuty, saw only vico to lash and de-
o ridicule ; but this telk about Hogarth thus jpre-
i the gark of criticlan and spprobation, oo,
nWrmu hate and spiw in disguise, « = « =
s hope that the frame of mind to which this critl-
of Dursnd was written, Is not hatidtusl 1t it be se,
doth the writer lnhabit u little bell of his own, from
wewhh him a speedy deliversnce, We wish |t
i for we bave reMarked that only your original
Wweet wing will sour to » vinegar of auch aciid proot”
“0. remarks bave always indicated that we do no
4 Ml respect for great men. It is the depth und sin-
+ ®erity of that revpect which prevents our wishing * very
- hlewmen * 1o it n the seat of greatness.
_“ : Besldes, distinction can claim no Immunity from
. Whful, frank wnd manly criticiem.  Truth 1s thelm-
. ¥ethl Queen of Beauty, to which every knight in hom.
¥ W bows bis bewd. From what is truly excellont,
b ~ and porvous inguaition rells off like water from
, :ﬁ Why did not The Post and Journal boliove
- M we believed It, und trust to truth and nature,
‘"‘“ own impetuous irsscibility, to rectify what-
: rTore we may have made, or clse nddross them-
_“‘ % the real polnt st lssue ?

" mashood bas silence for the fallures of
E.e,.h""'- ys “ AuArtist.” * The trasminded critic,
4 “:ﬁhummm.mmnm
S~ fulta but those which result from false princl:
iy from duty,” says The Evening Post.
-

or
I“'f"'ll i this 4 tv cover the whole ground, 2h¢ Poy

tuste by clap-trap, or filling his pockets by the |
ular elements of effoct, 1 |

must admit defective ideas and absence of idsas under
the hend of ** false principles.” Our friend Jones writes
verses that are unexceptionabls in principle and in no
manner derelict from the nusterest duty. But we defy
even the unknown of The Post, or * An Artist " himself,
to read Jones's verses, or “to polok ont besuties ™ in
them, * Collectlve munhood has silence” for them.
“The truc-minded eritle,” it strikes us, has certain du-
ties to perform.  1f his positlon reguires him to speak
of Petrarch’s ponderons epie, or of any work of any
“able men" which seems to him based upon a wrong
Ides, his first duty as s critlo is pot to be silent over the
failure, fie s precisely the persow deputed not to be
sllent. He does not revel In the exposure of “fulse
principles,” and uelther does heslur over hia feeling
that the principle i false, by uny commendation of
lesser  cxcellencles, He knows full wel that
if the nrtist s & true servant of art, he will be the first
to hall that eriticiem if it be just, the first 1o know that
it will only bnrnish bis fame if it be unjust —And “Col-
leetive Manhood” sdvances to the thrones of fame only
thewe who have patisfied the sternest tests. To call &
work sublime or pproachable, or to lingerupon the
excellent én‘m when its thought le ' s fulse prineiple
in the critle's eatimution, is Indeed s kind of eritlcism
with which “ collective manhood would seon deal just
Iy." There msy be “magnificent sciance,” there may
be “ golden glory in the sunlit valley,” as the Post ssserts
of the Gog, but what a miserable insult to the srtist
woul be our dwelling upon those parts, (which we dis-
tinetly stated oo one recognized more than ourselves,)
while the cenirsl ldea of the work seemed to us defec.
tive, Here our eanons of eriticlem do most profoundly
differ with those of The Post and of * An Artst." ]o the
stutue of Olymplan Jove, we shall not praise the md
mirable finish of the finger-nails,—if the Thunderer is not
there,—and Phidias will be the first to gresp our band.

For what is the artist, whose stature and character
seem utterly unknown to these mnonymous crities of
ours, and for whom, in the person of an individaal, they
#0 pervously carry round the hat fur nlms of charity or
silenge. The artist is be who, efall men, knows how far
short bis best effort must fall=he, of all men, who esti.
mutes preles st it true value. “You eall my ple.
ture besw iful,” said Fra Angelico to his friend.  “ Porer
ata,” (puor fellow ') Fra Angelico lived In the vision of
supreme beauty. “1do not wish to know where | have
succeeded " suid the sculptor, *tell me where | have
alled.” Bothey slways say, and always feel, the great
men, who recogrize more entirely than the rest of us —
the anonymous @f The Post included—that * ull things bo-
menare imperfect, and must fall palpably in many direc-
tone.” Why feebly try to plaster with praise thoso
eyes in which burns such  splendid purpose,” and those
lips which ery,

“1 faltar where 1 firmly trod,
And falling, with my weight of carea,

Upon the great worid's nliar stairs
That slope through derkness np to Liod,

I etreteh 'ame handd of faith, and grope,
Aud pather dast and chaft, and call
To what I feel is Lord of all,

And faintly trast the larger hope.”

If the resder wishes to taste the quality of that venom

Lof envy, which “ An Artist " ssserts polsons aur pen to.
ward Mr. Durand, we invite blm to read the opening ex-
tract from our critigue  Its deliberate persounl asssult
upon that artlet—its vindictive malice betraying itself in
the eager movement of the sentences—the unblushing
audecity of its abuse—and the stealthy sting that lurks
resdy to dart in every word, however dexterously con-
cesled by ¥ the verdure of approbation,” wili, we are
coufident, fully justify to such mental capacitics as those
of “An Artist,” the same * porsons! hate snd spite in
disguise,” which Mr. Chinrles Churehill entertaioed for
Hognrth,

Tt portlon of the article in The Home Journal whizh
18 not & charge of personal malignlty on our part toward
Messre. Durand and Dryant, conslsts of the following
sentences ;

“ Net entiefied with judgtog the work of Darand for
what It Is Jntriz sleatly, the erftle Tuga in Rafaelie and
Kuulbuch, and eoolly measures the stature of the Presi.
dent of the School of Design, * * * = * * Aco
temporary of 1), Teniers might eselly bave wounded hla
feellugs Ly setting forth the grestness of the styles he
pever atten ped, and Iauding his ale-house scenes and
groupe of peasantry, but collective manhood would suon
deal justly with such criticlsm, Collective manhood
would see in such talk sbout the grand style, ouly & bul-
let; fo such prafse behind i, the gun-sotwn intended to
send it beme. In short, s grudge ngainst old David, and
no speclal love of paintiog,

L L An impartisl publie does not thus judge
those whose study and labors are dev, to the best
nnd pureet enjoyments of socl
does not, In socepting the [rult of any man’s gooi
fluut bim by trumpeting some on? elze, and thus se
bim swoy with » tea in bl eur.”

The polut of thess remarks s, tast we have not eon-
sidered Mr. Durnnd's pleture, irrespective of any ldeal,
or of upy other pletures.  Our reply Is simple, and we
Tuvite the ivcagnities of The Post to meditate it

When n subject is treated by Art, every otherinstance
of the trestinent of the same sulject le an inevitable and
lovoluntary standard by which it ls measured. 11 Stod-
dird, or Lowell, ar Taylor, or Wallace, or any of our
younger poete, wilte Hnes to & water fowl, their verses
| are nstautly snd lnstinctively trled by Bryant's exquis-

| ite poem. 1f they sre only ns good ns that—that s, 17

they have no new thought, no ewecter music—ihey are

a mere reproduction of Bryant's, and have no individusl

value. If they have ssmething tiner and sweoter, then
| Hryant's poem yields the palm of fame, and is forgotten.

Thus Ehukspere absorbed o thoussnd anterior tales und

plnys; sud If Romeo und Juliet were again seloctod ns

the theme of & poem, whether by Byron, Bryant, Words-
| worth, Mrs, Sigourney, Milton, Dr, Donne, or Alfred Da
| Musset, if the new work were only a pallid copy of

that glowipg story, it could not be considered a grest
| work of art,
| In the snme way, while looking st Michel Angslo's
| Mad those of Replnel are inevitably “lagged In,”

snd in eontemplating Raphael's Sybils, vature * luge in"
| tothe mind those of Michel Angelo,—and the one must
| yield to the other, except ithas some profound and pe-
| culinr churm which the other lacks, and which o this
ease happens to be the fact

But otill farther, wheoever a subjoct s plotarially
| trested, which mo work within our knowledgs has at.
tempted, there Is In every thoughtful mind an involunta-
ry standard erected, by which alone suceess or (sllure
can be predicuted of that work.

Take, fir example, the Destruction of Jerusalem. An
| artist paiots the scene.  Now for the success of his ple-
| ture two things are necessary—either the image invol-
untary suggested to our minds by the subject must be
reproduced and deepened,—or, the treatment must pre-
semt & view of the subject so original that we feel it to
| be quite us good as our own. 1 the picture falls n the
| firet ense supposed, we are perpetually grieving that it

was not otherwise done, 11 It falls in the second, then,
In the snme way, we cannot acknowledge the absolute
grestness of the work while we feel how it might have
been grester.  Thus when, Inst year, we eritcisad Mr.
Chureh’s “ Deluge,” it was a perfectly legitimate eritl
clem to say thiat it was nol & fine coneeption of the scens,
and to endeavor to point out bow, to our fancy, it might
[ bave been better. This implies, of course, what no gen-
i ultie artist, and least of all Mr. Durand, would deoy,
| that every work of art must be greatest in its kind, or,

fuiling that, be content with such praise as belongs to In-

ferfority.
| But we must consider ope more point to come closa
| home to our ease. Not only s every existlog pleture o
| w subject, » standard for all successive pictures, and not
I ounly ls the wental lmege of n sabject Lo necessary

standard of all works which treat it, but, in sy individ.
| ual case of pictorial treatment the mind naturally, in-
| stantly, sud properly, reiers tothe probable treatment of
that subject by the grest men who have in various tmes
and under sarious ciroumstances handled the same
clues of tubjects. Thus if & man pilnts s Madonna, in
some new cireumstance, or any Scriptural scena that
may not chance ta have been painted by any of the

would bave beon treated by them, snd that perception
is ancther standard, as inevitable ns bls mental imsge of
the subject

“An Artist” must move carefully here. We do not
boply that the work now to be done must be done in
I&emu}. but with the same lofty eplrit as

those of other workers st the same class of sabjects,
Let it be as new and great as possible, For instance,
an artist proposes to paint the sackiog of Rome by the
Gothe, The mind of the man who hears that proposi-
tion reverts to the Destruction of Jerusalem already
quoted, sud while be does not require that the new
artist sbell bave seen that pleture or know of its exist-
ence, yet he will feel, in looklng at the work, that, if ¢
fall §u richness, force, perception snd lofty feellag, he

. An {mpsrtial public |

| Seriptursl painters, the mind familiar with plctures and |
| the resources of mrt, directly perceives how the theme |
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Dot sty bim, that be could easly fancy Keutinch
treating the theme more satisfactorily. Thus, to pat st
reat the fippant sneer of “An Artist” about “ luggieg in”
Rapbael and Kstlbach, and  dismissing an artist with 8
flen In his ear,” we say distinctly that it is always on-
tirely legitimate and inevitable, in order to set In rellef
our fecling concerning s work, to illastrate how that
work falls of being truly grest by suggesting the supe:
rior in which subjects of & similar scope have
been trested by other artista,

But we bave pet quite done with “ An Artier.” Hav-
ing shown how utterly futil is bis Insinuation that itls
no eriticlam to judge one plcture Ly snother—since not
our wille, but patare does It for us,—we willook &
moment at his claim that every thing should be judged
by what it is intrinsically, and not by foreign standards.
This sssertion has a sensible sound, but i ls pure Don-
sense, What isthe intrinsle charscter of & thing, 4
o matter of commendation or comsure? Nothing at all.
As there are not two things alike in the Universe, to say
that a thing must be judg-d simply by what it Is, fs merely
to eny that itis what it is. “An Artist” bands us 8
peach, for instance. We say to him, “ Artist, thisis
not a good pesch.” L responds, “ But why won't you
judge it Ly it Intrinsic excellence. Your mind ls pol-
soned by the images of other peaches. This s not aa-
other pesch, take it therefore for what it Is; dont ‘lug
in' the idea of ripe, rich, sunny.cheeked fruit totry
this Ly." Now, intrinsically, a green isas good as s ripe
fruit, hecsuse its greenness is fust na good greenness as
the ripeness Is ripeness.  But when we eat fruit, weare
conscious of something which assures us whetherit s
good or not, and that Is pot the intrinsle charseter of
the individual specimen, but our experience and idea
of exeeltent frult.  Tc is the same with pletures. To
spenk of whiat & picture ts intrinsically, Is to use words
without menning. For what does “An Artig” in-
tend by it In the present case? If he intends any-
thin g, Le mexns that la looking at the Gog, we are not
to think of other plctures of this scene, nor of how
other men might have treated it, nor of J:e manner in
which we think It ought to be treated, Including our
vi- w of the eonception of the scope of the event. Bat
if we mny vt think of the thought snd composition of
other stmilar pictures, then we must not refer o their
colur— then we must exclude everything else cxcept
this canvas, until we have omitted pature altogether.
We o pol sce how we can take it in any other way
than iotrindeally. [t was only becausa we considered
the work “intrinsionlly” defeetive, and yet recogaized
whaet great excellonce there wasio Ir that we pok
ol it so carefully.

W& here tuke leave of the subjoct. *' An Artiat”’ writes
“ gmartly” snd bas much greater fluency and felicity of
expression than cur friend of The Post. The fnult of
bis communication is that the epithets are too strong,
They turn back upon themselves, and he did unwisely
In prefixing to his article the extract from our erifigue,
beesuse it stands there, in 41l men's slght, refuting every,
thing he proceeds to sny, These writersin The Evening
Post and Home Jowraal have thought fit to descend to
the most odious personality, they bave aimed to destroy
the force of a eritigee In public estimation, by striviag
1o chst cantempt upon the eritie aa citing distinguished
men before Wim and dubbing them respectable, and they
have thus dragged into an unseemly poaition two names
dear to every American. Three motives bave prompted
ourlong reply.  1st, the desire to vindicate the principles
upen which alone unprejudiced criticism is possible, xnd
which shiould forever bush In silence such correspon-
denta as those who have elicited our remarks; 24, to
expose the hopelessness of that csuse which had no an-
swer for eriticlam but personal Insult of the critic ; and
i, the anxiety not to seem willing to remaln silent un-
der an arousstion of hostility toward an artist whose
pouitiun is already assured, ind nowhere more securely
than in our own respect.
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FROM NEW-YORK TO NINEVEH.
XXXIIT.
THREE DAYS AT NAPATA. THE ANCIENT CAPI-
TAL OF ETHIOPIA.
| Editorin! Correspandence of the NY Tribune
Caur, Nean Meror, EvHtora, |
1 Fridpy, Feb. 20, 1832, )
The friendly haven into which I came,
fout of thearid gen of the desert. three days ngo,
wins the village of Abdom, on the enstern bank of
the Nile, which here flows towand the south until
it renches the frontier of Dongola. On the oppo-
site bank is Merov, the former capital of Dar
Shyglees, which must not be confounded with
the ancient Merodé, the ruins of which, near Shen-
| dv, 1 have described in n former letter.  T'rue, the
identity of the names ot first deceived antiquari-
ang, who supposed the temples and pyramids in
this neighborhood to have belonged to the capital
of the old Hierarchy of Merod : hat it [« now satis-
factorily estublished that they mark the site of
Nupata, the capital of Ethiopia up to the time o
the Cosurs. 1t was the Emit of the celebrated ex-
pedition of the Rowan goldiers, under Petrouius.
Djebel Berkel, ot whose base the principal re-
maing are found, is n lat. I8 35 or thereabouts,
but on nccount of the great curve or * elbow' of
the Nile, | must retruce my steps as far as Int, 18°
and then teavel due west for two days before |
roaeh the point where the river again takes 4 north-
ward direction.

1 waz welcomed to Abdom by the Shekh or holy
wan of the place, who met me on the verge of the
dasert, und conducted me to the best of his two
houses,  Shekh Mohammed Abdul-Djebal (Mo-
hammed, the Slave of the Mountains,) is a digni-
fied old man of sixty, with a gray beard and brown
eomplexion, and is the owner of a water mill, sev-
einl fields of wheat and cotton, and alnndance of
| palm-trees. He has two wives, each of whom,
with her family, occupies a separnte house—a great
mark of digcretion on the part of Mohamined.
Domestic quiet is thus secured to him, while he
| possesses that in which the Arab most glories and
| rejoices—a numerous funily of children. His

youngest wife, a woman of thirty, immedidtely
! vacuted the house ou my arrival, and took up her
| temporary residence in a tent of palm matting,
! with her four children.  The dwelling into which
| I was ushered was n Eqnare structure of rln_r‘ one
story high, with one door and no windows, It had
a flut roof of palm logs, covered with thateh, and
the inside walls were hung with large mats, pluited
with bnlliantly-colored palm blades. Fancy ves-
sels of baked clay, baskets, ostrich ez, lll\.!.ﬂlllﬂ
| ernaments were suspended from the roof in slings
of palm fiber, und a very lnrge white mat covered
5 half the floor. Here' my bed was laid, and my
| camp-stool, placed in front of it, formed a table,
The Shekh,who was with me nearly all the time of
my #tay, =at on the floor in front of me, and never
entered or departed from the house, withont say-
ing : * Bisenidlicki,” (*“in the name of God,") as
e erossed the threshold. Ountside of the door
i was o broad divan, running along the north side of
the house. It therefore pointed toward Mecea
and was o most agreeable praving-place for the
holy man, | eat there the rest of the day, after
my arrivel, tasting the luxney of coolness and
shade, and steeping my eves in a bath of refresh-
ing colors. A elump of some twenty date-treed
| grew in front of the door, throwing over us a gor-
geous canopy of leaves. . Fields of wheat in head.
| waist-deep, surrounded the Louse, insulating it in
a =en of greenness, over which [ saw the hills of
the Desert, no lunger terrisle, but soft and fairand
far as clouds smouldering in the rosv fires of an
Enstern sunrise.

Very early next morning the Shekh and his sons
and their asses were i readiness to wccompany
we to Dietel Berkel, We walked down between
the Shekli's gardens to the Nile, where the ferry-
| boat was waiting to convey s across. | was en-
| chanted with the picture which the shores pre-
| senited. The mir was filled with a light, silvery
| vapor, (a characteristic of sultry weather in Afri-
| ca,) softening the deep, rich color of the land-
scape. The eastern bank was one bower of palms,
standing wotionless, in perfect groups, sbove the

may justly state, ln expressing the reasons why it doss | long, sloping banks of beans in blossom. Such

Opposite, the ruined patac#y of the old Shygheean
Kings and the mud and stone hovels of modem
Meroé rose in picturesque piles above the river
bank and below the red sandstone bluffs of the
Nubian Desert, whick overbung them and poured
the sand through deep rents and fissures upon
their very roofs. The mosque, with a tall circu-
lnr minaret, stood emhowered in n garden of date-
palms, under one of the highest bluffs. Up the
river, which stretehed glittering into the distance,
the furest of trees shut out the view of the desers,
except Djebal Berkel, which =tood high and grand
above them, the morning painting it surface with
red lights and purple shadows. Over the misty
horizon of the river rose a single conical peak, far
awny. The sky was a pale, sleepy blue, and all
that [ snw seemed beautiful dream-pictures—eve-
rywhere grace, beauty, splendor of eoloring,
steeped i Elysiun repose. It is impossible to de-
seribe the glory of that passage across the river,
It paid me for all the hard<hips of the desert.

When we touched the other shore and moanted
the little donkeys we had takeu mervss with us,
the ideal character of the scene disappeared, but
left a reality picturesque and poetic enough. The
beasts were without bridles, and were only furnished
with small wooden eaddles, without girths or stir-
rups.  One was obliged to keep his poise, and leave
the rest to the denkey, who, however, suffered him-
self to be gnided by striking the side of his neck.
We rode under a cluster of ruined, stone buildings,
one of which occupied considerable space, rising
palm-like, to the hight of thirty feet. The Shekh
informed me that it had been the palace of o
Shygheean king, before the Turks got possession
of the country. It i« now wholly dilapidated, but
afew Arab families are living in the stone dwel-
ling= which surround it. These clusters of shat-
tered buildings extend for more than a wile along
the river, and are all now known as Meroc. Ouar
road led between fields of ripening wheat, rolling
in green billows before the breeze, on one side, and
on the other, not more than three varls distant,
the bare sandstone walls of the desert, where a
blude of gross never grew,  Over the wheat, along
the hank of the Nile, rose a long forest of palins,
#o thickly ranged thut the eye could scarcely pen-
etrate their dense, cool shade ; while on the other
hinnd the glaring sand-hills showed their buming
shoulders above the bluffs. 1t was= a most violeut
contrast, and yetr, withal, there was n certain har-
mony in these opposite fentures, At the end of
the town we ciine to o sort of guand-house, shaded
by twe sycamores. A single soldier wasin at-
tendance, nul npparently tired of hoving mothing
to do, g he immediately eaught his donkey and
rede with us te Djebel Berkel.,

We now appronched the mountain, which s be-
tween three and four miles from the sown. Tt rises
from out the sands of the Nubian Desert, to the
hight of five hundred fees, presentiog a front com-
pletely perpendicular toward the river. It is inac-
cossible on all gides except the north, whiclinone
place has an inclinat on of 457, Its scarred and
shattered walls of nake | sandstone stand up stern
and subline in the midst of she hot and languid
landscape. As we npproached, a group of pyr-
mids appeared on the brow of & sand-hill to the
left, and 1 discerned at the base of the mountain
eeveral isolnted pillars, the stone-piles of ruined
pylons, and other remnins of temples. The first
we reached is at the south-enstern corner of the
mountuin,  Amid henps of sandstone blocks and
disjointed segments of pillars, five columns of an
exceedingly old form still point out the court of
n temple, whose sdytn are hewn within the mong-
tain.  They are not more than ten frot Ligh and
three in dinmeter, eirenlar, and without eapital or
abucus, unless n Inrger block, rudely senlptured
with the outlines of 0 Typhon-head, may be con-
sidered ns such. The doorway is hurled down
and defaced, but the eartouches of kings may still
be traced on the fragments. There are three
ehambers in the rock, the walls of which are cov-
ered with sculptures, for thie most part represent-
ing the Fgyptian divinities. The temple was
probably dedicated to Typhon, or the Evil Princi-
ple. us one of the columns is still faced with a
caryatid of the short, pinmp, big-mouthed and
bot-cared figure, which elsewhere represents him,

Over the cutrance is the sacred-winged globe, and |

the ceiling shows the marks of brilliant coloring,
The temple is not remarkable for its architecture,
and con only be interesting in nn antiquarian point
of view. It betrs some resemblance in its general
style to the Temple-palace of Koorneh, at Thebes.

The eastera base of the mountain, which fronts
the Nile, is strewn with hewn blocks, fragments of
capitals, immense masses of dark blnish-gray
crunite, anid other romains, which prove thata
large and magnificent temple once stood there,
The excavations wande by Lepsins anid others have
uneovered the substruetions sufliciently to show the
general plan of two buildings. The main temple
was at the north-eastorn corner of the mountain,
under the highest point of its perpendicular crags.
The rewnins of the small propylons stand in ad-
vance, about two hundred vards fiom the rock,
going townrd ghich, you eliwab the mound formed
by the mins of a large pylon, at the toot of which
n;-n- two collogsal ram-headed sphinxes of blue
granite, burled to their pecks in the sand.  Bevond
this is & portico and pillared court, followed by
other courts and laby rinths of chambers. Several
larze blocks of granite, all more or less broken and
defaced. lie vn the surface or balf quarried from
the rubbish, Theware very finely polished and
contin figures of Kings, evidently armanged in
grnrn]n:in-ni order, each accompanied with his
pame. The Shekh had a great deal to tell me of
the Franks, who dug up all the place, and set the
people to work at hauling awny the lions and
yams, which they carried off in ships. I looked in
vain for the celebrated pedestal; it has probably
become the spod of Lepsius,

While taking a eketcls of the mountain from the
eestern side, I found the heat almost insuppert-
able. The Shekh looked over my shoulder all the
time, and at the end pronounced it fearam—''per-
fect.” 1then proposed climbing the mountain, ws
he Bad said ene could see the who e world frem
the top. He was bound to go wish me wherever
I went, but shrank from climbing El Berkel. It
wonld require two hotirs, he raiil, $o go up. Afeer
eating a slice of watermelon in the shide ol one
of the pillars, 1 tock off my jacket sud started
alenie, and very soon be was at my side, panting
and sweating with the exertion. We began as
the point most essy eof ascent, yot found it toil-
some envugh, After passing the loose fragments
which lie scatiered sround the base, we came
upon a sheep s ope of sliding sand nnd stones,
blown from the desert. We sank in this nearly
to the kpees, snd slid back ward at each step at
least half as far as we Lind stepped forward, We
ware obliged to rest evrey three or four staps, and
tuke breath, moistening the sand meanwhiie with
2 rain of sweat-drope, * Surely there is no other
mwountain ia the world so high as this” sid the
Shekh, and [ was ready to agrer with him. At
last we 1eached the top, o nearly level space of
sbout ten acres. There was o pleasant breeze
here, but the Ethiopinn world below was doaing in
an atmospliere of blue heat.  There was too much
vapor in the air to see the farthest objects dis-
tinctly, and the pyramids of Noori, ﬁnr‘ufer up the
river, on its eastern bank, were not visible. "l'lu-
Nile lny curved in the middle of the picture like a

Bood of molten glass, on either side ita paluy

paradize,” then the wheat-felds, lying
of emer k! against the tawny sands, thal
rolled in hot drifls and waves and long ridgy swells
to the horizon north and seuth, broken hire and
there by the jagged porphyry pesks. Befure me,
to the south-east, the ragged hills of the Beyoola &
behind me, to the north and west, the buming
wildernesses of the Great Nubin Desert,

As [ sought for my glass, to scan the view more
distinetly, I becazse aware that 1 lmd lost my
pocket-book on the way up. \s it contained
some money and all my keys, I was not a little
troubled, and mentioned my loss to Shekh Mo-
bemined. We immediately returmed in search of
it, sliding down the sand and feeling with ounr
kands and faet therein. We had made more than
half the descent. and | bogan to consider the search
as hopeless, when the Shekh, who was a little in
ndvance, ened out: “0 Sidi! God be pr:niseul'-
God be praised!"™ He saw the corner of it stick-
ing ont of the sand, took it up, Kiesed it, and laid
it on one eve, while he kuclt with his old head
turned up, that 1 might take it of. | tied it se-
curely in a comer of my shawl and we slid to the
hottom, where we found Achmet and the young
Shekhs in the shade of a buge projecting cliff, with
brenkfast spread out on the sand.

It was now noon, and only the pyramids re-
wained to be seen on that siude of the nver. The
main group is about a third of a mile from the
mountain, on the ridge of a sand-Wll. Thtre are
six in this, nearly entire, and the foundations of
others. They are almost precisely similar o those
of the real Meroé, each having a stnll exterior
chamber on the esstern side. Like the Iatter,
they are built of sandstode blocks, only filled at
the corners, which are covered with a hom o
molding ; the sides of two of them are convex
On all of them the Inet eight or ten canrses nex
the top have been smoothed to follow the slope of
the side. It wasno doubt intended to finish them
all in this manner. One of them has also th
cormer molding rounded, so us to form a seroll,
like that on the corpice of many of thé I‘:.:\ l“iﬂﬂ
tomples. They are not more than fifty feet in
hight, with very narrow bases. One of them, in-
deed, seems to be the couneccting link beiween the
pyramid and the obelisk. Nearer the river is an
older pyramid, thongh no regular courses of stone
are to be seen any  longer.  These sepulchiral re-
wains, however, are much inferior to those of Me-
roe,.

We rode back o the town on our uneasy don-
kev saddles. As I wanted small money, the
Shekh proposed my calling on Achmedar Kashif,
the Governor of Mecod and Ambukol, sud asking
him to change e some medjids.  We accordingly
rode under the imposing stone pites of the old
Kings to the residence of the Kashif, n two-story
mud housa with a partico in front, corerad with
watting. It was the day for the peopls of the
neighborhood to pay their falpeh, or tax, and some
of his officers were seated on the ground in the
shinde, sattling this business with a crowd of Arabs.
1 went up stairs to the divan, and found the
Koshif rolling himsell in his shawl, for dinner,
which his elaves had just brought up. He roceived
me cordially, and 1 took my seat besids Lim oo the
floor and dipped my fingers into e various dishes,
There wns n pan of baked &sh, which was
excellent, after which eame a truy of searlet wa-
termelon slices, coffee, pipes, and lustly a cap of
hot sugar svrup.  He readily promised to change

tion to dinner. 1 stayed an howr longer, and had

scenes. A woman came in to complain of her
hurhond, who hiad warried another woman, laay-
ing lier with oue child. She hnd n cow of her
own, whiclt he had foreibly taken and given te his
new wife,  The Keshif listened to her story, and
then detaching bis seal from his button: hole, gave
it to nuottendant, &2 a summons which the delin-
quent dare not disobey. A company of men after-
ward eame in to adjust sone dispute about a wa-
ter-mill,  They spoke »o fast and in such a vio-
lent and excited manaer, that I could not compre-
hend shie nature of the quarrel; but the group
they made was most remarkable. They loaned

forward with flashing teeth and eyes, holling the

y < |
an opportunity of witnessing somoe renisrkable |

posed to be the finest building i the world, v

Yesterday morming the Shekh proposed going
with me to the remains of o temple, half an hour
distant, on this side of the river: the place, he
said, where the people find the lictle images,
agutes and scambes, which they brought to me in
great quantiies, After walking s mile and a half
over the sands, which have here crowded the ve-
griation to the very water's edge, wo came lo s
broad d of stones, broken bricks and pottery,
with a fonndation wall of heavy limestons
wlong the western side. Thore were Lraces
doors and pitches, and on the summit of the mound
the pedestals of eolumns similar ta those of Bl
Berkel. From this place commenced a waste of
ruins, extendiog for nearly two miles towards the .
north-west, while the breadth, from east to west,
was ahout equal.  For the most part, the buildings
were cutirely concealed by the sand, whish is filled
with fragments of pottery and glass, and with shin-
ing pebbles of jasper, agate and chalcedony. Half~
n mile further, we struck on another mound, of
grenter extent, though the buildings were entirely
level with the earth. The Munoations of pillars
were shundant, and fragments of circular imestons
blocks lay crumbling to pieces in the rubbish.
The wost interesting object was n motilated figure
of blue granite, of which oaly & huge pair of wings
covld be recognized.  The Shekl suid that allthe
Frank travelors who came there broke off a piece
and caried it wway with them, 1 did not follow their
example.  Towards the river were many remains
of crude-brick walls, and the ground was scattered
with picees of excellent hand-burns bricks. The
eand cvidendy concenls many interesting objects,
| =aw in one place, where it bod falien in, the en-
trance to a chamber, wholly below the surface.
The Arabs were at work in various parts of the
plain, digging up the sand, which they &lled in
baskets and carried away on donkeys.  The Shekh
said it contained salt, nnd was very good to make
wheat grow, whence | jnfer that the earth is
nitrous.  We walked for an hour or two over the
ruing, finding everywhere the evidence that a large
cupital had once stowd on the spot. The bits of
water-jars which we piched up were frequently
painted and glazed with much skill, The soil was
in many places wholly composed of the debria of
the former dwellings,  This was, without doubt,
the ancient Nupata, of which Djebel Berkel was
only the neeropolis,  Nupata must have beon one
of the greatess cities of Anciont Africa, after
Thebes, Metaphis und Carthage, | felt a pecaliar
intoiest in wundering over the site of that halfs
forgotten capital, whereof the ancient historians
knew little more than we. ‘That so little in said
by them in relation 8o it is somewhat surprising,
notwithatanding  ite disjunce from the Rowss
fronticr.

In the afternvon Achmet, with great exertion,
bicked by all the influcnce of the Kashif, meceed-
e in obtainipg ten piastres worth of bread. The

me the money, and afterward acceptel my iavita- | former sent e the Shokh of the enmels, who far-

nished me with three animals nnd three wmon, te
Wodi  Halfa, at ninety-five piastres apieco.—
They were to sccompany my caravan to Ambus
kol, on the Dongolese frontier, where the camels
from Khartoum were to be dischargod, T speat
the rest of the day talking with the Shekh on re-
ligions mntters, He gave me the history of Christ,
in return for which 1 related to him that of the
Soul of Mahomet, from 110000 years before the
Creation of the World until his bicth, secording to
the Arub Chronicles, This quite overcame him.
He seizod my hand and kissed it with fervor, ac-
knowledging me as the more holy man of the twa, .
He #aid he had read the Books of Moses, the
Psalins of David and the Gospel of Christ, but

| liked Duvid best, whose words flowed like the

| folds of their long muntles with one hand, while '

they dashed and hurled the other in the air, in the
vislence of their contention.  One would suppose
| that they must nll perish the next instant by spon-
taneous cornbustion.  The Knshif was calmness
itselt ull the while, and after getting the particu-
lurs—n fent which | considered marvelons—quiet-

agninst it, wherenpon he listened nttentively, but,
finding no renson to change his judgment, repeated
it. Still the Ambs =creamed and gesticuluted.
He fj:lt‘nlnlrd imuhee ! (*get away ") in a thun-
dering tone, dealt the nearest ones n vigorous
blow with his fist, and speedily cleared the divan,

I mude prepurstions for giving the Kashif a
handsome dioper. | bad mutton and fowls, and
Achmet procured eggs, milk and vegetables, and
set his whole available force to work. Meanwhile
the Shekh and I sat on the divan outside the door,
and exchanged compliments.  He sold me a sword
from Bomou, whiech he had purchased from an
Arab merchant who had womn it to Mecca, He
told me he considered me ns his two eyes, and
would give me one of his sons, if I desired. Then
lie rendered me an account of his family, oceasion-
nlly pointing out the mewbers thereof, as they
passed to and fro among the palms.  He asked me
how many chitdren I had, and | was obliged to
confess myself whully Lis inforior in this respect,
* God grant,” said he, * that when you go back to

vour own country, vou may huve many sons, just
like that one,” pointing to a naked Cupidon of four
years old, of a rich ehoeolste-brown color. “God
grant it,” [ was obliged to reply, conformably to
the rules of Arab politeness, but | mentally gave
the words the significance of * God forbid it!"—
The Shekh, who is cctually quite fariliar with the
ruins in Ethiopia, and an excellent guide to them,
informed me that they were four thousand years
old; that the country was st that time in posses-
sion of the English, but afterward the Arnbs drove
them out. This corresponds with an idea very
prevalent in Egypt, that the temples were built by
the forefutliers of the Fraonk travelers, who once
Jived there, nnd that is the reason why the Franks
make hadji, or pilgrimage to ser them. 1 reluted
to the Shekb the history of the warlike (Queen
(‘andace, who onee lived here, in her capital of
Nuopets, ond he was so much interested in the
story that he wrote it down, Ambicising her nume
into Kandasiyeh. Future travelers will be sur-
prised to find n tradition of the aforesaid queen,
no doubt with many grotesque embeilishments,
told bim on the site of her capital,

Dirper was ready ot sunset, the nppointed time,
but the Kashif did not come, | waited one hour,
two hours; still he came not. Thereupon | invited
Achumet and the Shekh, and we made an excellent
dinner in Turkish style. It was just over, and [
was stietched out without jacket or tarboosh,
enjoying my pipe, when we beard the ferryman
singing on the river below, and soon ufterward the
Kashif appesrcd at the door, He apologized, say-
jig he had been oceupied in his divmn. | had din-
ner served again, und tasted the dishes to encour-
age him, but it appeared that be had not been able
tokeep his appetite so long, snd had dined also.
Still, he ate egough to sutisly me fhat he relished
my dishes, and afterwan! drmk 8 sterbet of sugar
and vinegar with great gusto. He had three or

four attendants, and there came beside a Berber

ly gave his decision.  Some of the purty protestad.

sound of the swmarea, or Aoy fute, To illus-
trate it, he chanted one of the Paalins in « series
of not unmusical cadences.  Heo then undertook
to repeat the ninety-nine attribates of God, and
thowght he suceeeded, but 1 wit ced that several
of the epithets were ropeated more than once,

The vorth-wind increased during the alternoon,
end townrd night blew o very gale. The sand
came in hrough the door in such quantities that
I was obliged to move my bed to w more sheltered
part of my house, Numbers of huge black
beetles, as hard and heavy as grape-shot, were dis«
lodged from their holes and deopped sround me
with such loud raps that I was scarcely able te
sloep, The sky was dull and durk, hardly » star
to be seen, and the wind roared in the palms like &
Novemher gale let loose among the boughs of &
Northern forest. It was a grand roar, drowning
the sharp rustle of the leaves when lightly stirred,
and rocked my fancies as gloriously as the [ —
In anotier country than Afriea | should have pre-
dicted ruin, huil, Equinoetial storms, or something
of the kind, but bere | went to sleop with & posi-
tive certainty of sunsshine on the morrow,

I was up this morning at dawa, and had break-
fast by sunrise ; nevertheloss, we wers obliged to
whit a long while fur the enels, or rather the pes-
sifeioun Rubabish who went after thom. The new
men snd camels were in readiness, us the Camel-
Shekh came over the river to see that all was right.
Finnlly, towned 8 o'clock, evorything was in order
and my carnvan began to move. | felt real regrot
at leaving the pleasant spot, especially the beauti-
ful bower of palins at the door of iny house. Whem
wy effects had been taken out, the Shekh called
Lis eldest son Saad, hiz wife Fatima, and their twoe
young sons, to make their salans, M all
kissed my hand, and | then gave the old man and

‘Sasd my backshish for their services. The Shekh

took the two gold medjids readily, without any
hypocritical show of reluctance, and lifted my
band to bis lips snd forehead. When all was
ready, he repeated the Fatha, or opening para-
groph of the Koran, as each camel yoxe from ite
knees, in order to secure the blessing of Allsh upon
our journey. He then took me in his arms, kissed
both my cheeks, pud with tears i his eyes, stood =
shiowering pions plirases after me, till | was out of
hearing,  With no more vanity or solfishmess thas
is nutural to an Arab, Shekh Mohammed Abdul-
Djebal bas many excellent qualities, and there are
few of my Central-African acquaintances whom I~

would rather see again. T
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tatione of this power—as If that which o now
place before our eyes, was intended to coufirm the
catastrophe, to demonatrate its correcizess, and o con-
tradict those who regarded the frat lssus 58 an aceldont
or ua the work of a diabolical latrigue, . "
oy by povd g o
and that of 1548, ta the
of the peoples, were to bring freedom to the
yet both resulted in despotism.  Somethlog
was expected of them—yet they brought
old ; freedom was equivalent to the now, despotism te
ud.mundhmw:" i&
But thers was & deception hers, Both scteally
i e - )
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We have now experienced two manifes- _




